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A Game We Shouldn\‘t Play 


Author's Notes: 
A big thank you to my proofreader for this fic, Lia :) 


* eK 


This is a work of fiction | mean no disrespect for any individuals mentioned. This fic was written for 


amusement of the author and anyone who would want to read it. Fiction Not real. Enjoy it as such. 


* eK 


This is for you, little grey one :) 


Albeit his little form, it was impossible not to notice Kai when he walked into the room, or so Weiki had heard 
on numerous occasions. This.. obviously did not apply to Sascha, who was busy talking Andi's ears off about a 
not very noticeable mistake he made during last evening's performance of Forever and One. Not very noticeable 
for the audience at last. Because Sascha's shocked expression caused a fit of hysterics backstage, that was 


barely under control when they came back for the next song. And now poor Andi looked like he'd throttle the 
guitarist without hesitation if it wasn't for the awfully long body that'd be a bugger to hide. And none of the 
grinning people at surrounding tables seemed eager to help him. So he just sat there, holding his beer bottle in 


an iron grip. 


Weiki smirked. Not that he didn't enjoy rubbing perfect Andis nose in the mess he did last night, but - as it 
seemed Andi wouldn't be murdering Sascha anytime soon - he could as well enjoy some fun at Sascha's 


expense. His uneasiness at Kai's sudden appearance would do nicely. 
P PP y 


He watched Kai scan the crowd for familiar faces, frown on his forehead. Weiki gave him a wave - Sascha was 


too engrossed in bollocking Andi anyway - and Kai headed in their direction, small smile appearing on his face. 
Andis face lit up at the sight of this new arrival, his eyes gaining a wicked gleam. 

"Kai. How nice to see you." 

Sascha stopped mid-sentence and looked up, to find himself staring straight into twinkling brown eyes. 


"Good evening, Sascha," the smile on Kai's face grew considerably bigger as the younger guitarist suddenly 


found himself at a loss of words. 


Andi's smirk matched this of Weiki's as they both openly watched their friend's reaction to Kai. Weiki's eyes 
narrowed. Something wasn't quite right here. His eyes traveled from Sascha to Kai, from Kai to Sascha. And 


stayed there. The kid blushed furiously. 


"Oh God, Kai," he muttered, sending Andi into giggling fit that almost choked him on a mouthful of beer. He 
tried to calm himself enough to safely swallow it, but failed when Sascha bolted from their bench, announcing 
that ‘he-was-going-to-get-them-another-round-of-beers-and-for-Kai-too-if-he-wanted-so-did-he-want-it- 
or-not-and-if-he-didn't-did-he-want-anything-else'? Weiki had to pat him between his shoulder blades a couple 
of times, until he coughed up the beer that made it into his windpipe. 


"Stop it, stop it! | am fine!" protested Andi, face red from laughing, eyes watering. Weiki smacked him in the 
back of the head. "Ow! What was that for?" 


"Yeah, be careful with his hair, Mike," grinned Kai. "Not a lot of it left" 


"Well thank you very much - hey!" Andi shot Weiki a dirty look when he found himself dragged by his arm 


towards him, the only seat available was now not between him and Weiki, but to his right. 
"Don't trust me?" Kai sounded offended. 


"Kai, no one right in his mind would trust you," Mike downed the last of his beer and rolled his eyes at Kai's 


pout. "Stop it, or it will stay like that." 


"Some women say he looks sweet pouting." 
Weiki snorted and raised an eyebrow at Kai. 


"Right. Keep pouting and it is only the women for you." 


Kai leaned over, placing his hands on Andis thigh, ends of his hair tickling the singer's folded forearms. 
| caught men like you would not believe with my pout, Weikath," he spoke in low, satisfied voice. 

"You mean Sascha?" asked Weiki, shaking his head. "He does not count. He is not a man yet." 

"Well," Kai chuckled and turned to Andi, "what about you?" 

Andi blinked. 

‘lam a man" 

"Balding man," muttered Weiki under his breath. 


Kai laughed, a puff of warm air washing over Andi's neck, the skin at the corners of Kai's eyes wrinkling as his 


playful smile reached them. 


"| can see that,” Kai shifted his weight to one hand, now resting much farther north on Andi's thigh, reaching 
with the other to tuck some strands of Andis hair behind his ear. "Do you think | look sweet pouting?” 


Andi suddenly felt crowded, with this small body pressing against him, fingers digging into his leg far too close 
to his crotch for comfort, fingers rubbing the back of his neck. He could actually hear Weiki roll his eyes at 
Kai's antics. But he played the part, reaching out and stroking Kai's back, feeling his muscles bunch as he 
arched slightly into the touch. 


"No one could possibly resist you, Kai," he murmured softly into Kai's ear and he ruffled his hair, then 
disengaged himself from Kai, gently tugging at the strawberry locks, and making him sit in his own place. 


* eK 


Sascha was coming back with their drinks, but the sight of Kai climbing up Andi made him pause. He watched 
Kai almost lose his balance and - judging from Andi's sudden urge to press through the wall - touching some 
important parts that Sascha believed weren't too happy to be touched by a man. At least he's never seen Andi 
with a man before. Not that he'd known him for that long, but.. 


And that hand, that sneaked its way up Kai's back, along his spine, taking a detour to rub between his shoulder 
blades, its moves more like caress than anything else.. He thought about his own hands, tracing similar 
patterns over Kai's naked body the night before. Kai hissing into his ear as his fingernails dug hard into the 
flesh. This little body spasming and shuddering in his arms with the force of its climax. 

Sascha shook himself out of his daydream and faced Weiki's amused stare, dropping his gaze to the floor, he 
carried the glasses to their table and, not looking at Kai, he excused himself with meeting up with someone, and 


wished them good night. 


* eK 


As the trio watched the guitarist's retreating back, Weiki sighed heavily. 
"That kid is scarred for life now." 

"Ah, he has good memories from last night," smiled Kai. 

"That's what | mean" 

Kai shrugged. 

"Maybe your band needs darker lyrics." 


"We have him for that," Weiki waved his hand at Andi. "And | do not need another one rumning from God's 


wrath in Helloween" 


"How about we do some serious sinning together?" Kai pressed himself against Andis shoulder, wriggling his 


eyebrows at him. 
Weiki patted his other shoulder sympathetically. 
‘If God ever punishes you, He will take the Kai factor into account.” 
* * * 
From safe distance, seated with Markus, Sascha was watching yet again, his face clouded as he rolled the glass 
between his hands. 


Markus bit his lip to keep the grin threatening to burst onto his face under control. Sascha's narrowed eyes 
shot daggers at Kai (or was it Andi, Markus thought, and had to cover his snort of laughter with a cough) and 


those full lips were set in a way you rarely saw in their usually cheerful guitarist. 
"Jealous?" leered Markus, ready to duck, in case the kid turned violent. 
Sascha shook his head, black hair dancing over usually pale, but now rather flushed, skin 


"Idiot" 


"Ah come on. It's not like you are the only one. Everyone gives in to Kai, sooner or later. Except of Weiki, of 


course." 

Sascha looked at him, eyes huge. 

"You2" 

Markus grinned. 

"Repeatedly." 

"Dani?" 

He nodded. 

"Back on the Legacy tour. And it looks like it's Andi night tonight” 

"Yeah," muttered Sascha, taking a sip of his beer and pointedly not looking at the trio. 


Markus cocked his head to the side and watched Sascha in amused silence. And under his gaze , the kid 
squirmed and feigned deep interest in his drink, finally dropping his head. 


"You are! You are jealous!" 
Sascha groaned. 
"Fucking hell, Markus! No. I'm not." 


"Yes you arel" the older man leaned across the table, his grin getting bigger as Sascha drew back and cradled 


his glass to his chest. "So, what did he do?" 
"Markus!" the squeak drew a few curious looks toward Sascha 


"Not that! | know what he did to you later. But how did he convince you?" Sascha's stubborn silence made 
Markus count off possibilities. Loud. 


Sascha gritted his teeth as he tried to block out Markus’ chatter, describing method after method. He could 
picture Kai using each and every one of them, and successfully. But then, Markus didn't even think of.. 


Suddenly Markus went silent and Sascha looked up at him. The wide grin that broke on bassist's face didn't bide 


well. 
"l. said that aloud?" 


"Here | am, thinking up some really cunning schemes to seduce you, and all he had to do was smile?" Markus 
leaned back on his chair. "You made it hard for him, didn't you?" 


"Shut yp Markus. Have you ever seen him smile?" 


"He smiles, like, all the time, Sascha. But then, | do think it was something big he pulled especially for you," he 
chuckled. "And | think that if you had not run from there like your ass was on fire, he would have smiled at 


you some more.” 

"| do not want more!" 

"Sure you don't." 

Sascha groaned. He was in hell. 


* * * 


Twenty minutes later Weiki was ready to kill them both. Kai for his sledgehammer tactics for seducing Andi, 
and Andi for not throttling Sascha earlier, so they could be on a nice and quiet police station, with no Kai for 
company. 


He was somewhat thankful that the victim chosen for tonight was Andi, and not himself. He had been the 
target of Ka scheming during his years in Helloween, and no matter how many women or men ~- then only 
men - Kai had conquered, he always came back to him, and it went on, and on, and on, and never really ended. 


And tonight it was Andi, buggered if he knew why now, and not sometime during those sixteen years. And it 
looked like Andi, too, wouldn't budge. 


Andi was at loss. He used up every subtle and not-so-subtle way of saying ‘no' to Kai, and yet the redhead 
wasn't letting up. There was no use asking for Weiki's help, because all his pleading looks were met with 
disinterest and shrugging. And even if there was a murdering look in his cold eyes, he didn't show any will to 
help. 


He felt his own temper rising and hoped that Kai would notice it too, before things got really nasty. He even 


hissed a warning "I know where to hide your body" and that, miraculously, shut Kai up. Maybe it was the look 
in Andis eyes, like he had already planned every cut of the knife needed for Kai's small body to disappear 


forever. 


Kai frowned. He was getting nowhere, instead getting Andi worked up and threatening to kill him, then cut up his 
body, and feed him to his own fish. Not that this was new to him. Years of lusting over Mike and repeated 
attempts to talk him into cooperation or - in plain despair - take advantage of him when drunk. All that came 
to nothing, and some nights he was afraid to go to sleep, because of the look in Mike's eyes when he wished 


him good night. Like he wasn't expecting to see him again in the morning. 


Yet with Mike, aggression never even showed in his eyes. In Andi, he felt it ripple just under the surface, ready 
to break free on Kai's next false move. It was change of tactics or have his ass kicked by bigger, bulkier and 
quite probably stronger Helloween frontman. Somehow he didn't think fancy seeing the bar's walls painted with 
his brains. And he doubted the hotel manager would be any happier. 


He looked ahead with frown, as he pondered on what he should do now. He didn't like the idea of giving up with 
Andi, but getting him so pissed that he'd go and avoid him all evening - or the rest of his life - appealed to 
him even less. 

His fingers tapped a slow rhythm on the surface of the table as he thought. He didn't even realize it, until, 
from the corner of his eye, he caught Andi looking. Then he looked too. His were curious hands. Small when 
compared to other guitarists. With short fingers. Freckled. Weird. But so talented, both when it came to playing 
guitar and dancing over the skin of his lovers. He balled his hand into a fist, all the tendons and muscles 
bunching under the skin of his forearm, then spread his fingers, pressing his palm flat against the table. 


And all the time, Andi watched. 


But Kai didn't really know what to do. He pushed himself up and, not really looking at Andi or Weiki, muttered 
that he needed a smoke and headed outside. 


It couldn't have been more than ten seconds since Kai's departure, when Andi sighed heavily and stood up too. 
"lll go after him." 


"You do know that is exactly what he wants you to do?" Weiki looked up at him, his head rolling to the side, 
eyes hooded. 


"Yeah, but-" 


"No ‘buts’, Andi. If you do not want him, then it would be best if you stayed here and maybe he won't come 
back. If you go out there." 


"| can take care of myself." 


"If you are not back in ten minutes, | am not charging to the rescue." 

"| know perfectly well how to prevent Kai from shoving his tongue down my throat" 
"I did not need that image, Deris" 

Andi blew him a noisy kiss and headed after Kai. 


When he lost sight of his singer, Weiki got up and stretched his long body. No use sitting there alone when he 


was sure neither Kai, nor Andi would be back. 


He watched many of his bandmates go through Kai's hands, and all sorts of aftermath it brought. Because Kai 
came and went, not crossing paths with them sometimes for months at a time, and he was left to deal with 
their withdrawals, Dani's the worst one in years. He got used to it in post-Kai Helloween. It was as if Kai wished 
to mark the band with himself, even though it was his band no more. And all of them went through some level 
of ‘Kai phase’. Markus and Andi made fun of Dani for weeks, while Sascha was a bit clueless as to the reason 
why their new drummer went snappy all of sudden. When it came to Andi, he wasn't worried. If Kai had his 
way with him - which Weiki was confident he would - Andi would hook up with him sooner than later, and then 
again, and again, and again. Like Markus. And that would leave poor Weiki the last one still fending Kai off. He 
believed Kai would keep trying - as Kai always would - and he accepted that, just like Kai came to accept - he 
hoped - that Weiki would never give in. That was just the way it would always be. 


He went in search of his remaining bandmates, or one of the Rays, he didn't care much which it was, as long 


as the drinks flowed and he didn't have to lay awake in his bed, listening to the noises from behind the wall 
x 

Andi went outside into the warm night air, and looked around. It was dark and his eyes weren't used to 

darkness, the interior of the bar lit brightly. He was on a small terrace, overlooking the hotel garden. At the 

barrier, leaning on it with his elbows, stood Kai, facing away from him. The gleaming tip of his cigarette traced 


an orange arch in black air. 


He took place beside Kai and reached into his pocket, taking out his cigarettes, then lighting one. He inhaled 
deeply and blew the smoke out slowly. 


"So where would you hide it?" said Kai, his eyes fixed in the blackness ahead. 
"Hide what?" 


"My dead body." 


"Oh. There is a small cemetery nearby. There are freshly dug graves there. | would throw it down the hole and 
cover it with earth." 


Kai nodded thoughtfully. 

"Nice." 

"Thank you. | knew you would appreciate my methods." 

Kai hung his head, eyes fixing on the cigarette stub that was burning out in his fingers. He listened to the 
steady rhythm of inhale, pause, exhale, intermittent with slow and quiet breathing, and watched the final stage 
of the repeated journey of the cigarette from Andi's mouth to dangling between his fingers. Unlike his, long and 


strong looking, and- 


"Fuck!" he screeched, waving his hand wildly, the stub that burned out enough for the heated tip to reach his 


skin, landing on grass a couple of meters below them. 

Andi snorted, tapping the ash off his own cig. 

"Filthy habit.” 

"It will leave a markl" wailed Kai, inspecting his hurt digits. 

"That's what you get for staring.” 

Kai looked up at him, eyes blazing. 

"As if you were not, earlier!" 

Something told him he was really trying Andi's patience, but then, he told himself, the night air served to cool 
him down a bit, giving Kai a couple more chances before he found himself down in a fresh grave, his neck 
broken. 

Andi stubbed his cigarette on the barrier, and turned to look at Kai. 

"Yes. But they," he wriggled his fingers in front of Kai's face, "are still intact." 

"There is a scar." 

Surprise showed in Andi's eyes. There was little chance anyone would notice it - as it was faint, placed on the 


underside, and side of his left middle finger - unless they would be literally mapping every bit of his exposed 
skin with their eyes. Which, obviously, Kai has been doing, 


“Broken string.” 
Kai winced. 
"Ouch." 

"Yeah." 


Right. He wasn't dead yet. Although, he was walking a fine line with Andi here, and he could feel the tension 


rising up between them again 

"Andi?" 

"Yes?" 

"I am not.. making you nervous, am |?" he asked, hesitation in his voice. 
Andi raised an eyebrow at him. 


"You? Because you are gay?" Kai nodded, his huge brown eyes pleading with him to do.. what? Or maybe 
rather, not to do what? "It's not a problem." 


"But-" 
Andi raised his hand, silencing him. 


‘It's not a recent discovery and | am okay with it. Weiki told me before he introduced us. He asked me not to 


punch you in the face if you made a move on me." 

"How sweet," muttered Kai. 

It does not bother me, Kai. But that does not mean | am willing to.." he motioned his hand between them. 

"And have you ever wanted to punch me in the face?" maybe he should have let up, but he was determined in 
not losing this battle, and Andi was the best pupil in Weiki's class on resistance. And besides, fighting was good 
too. It brought bodies together, grinding and pushing, and caused adrenaline to pump through the veins and 
cloud judgment. 

"You never made that move." 


Kai wanted to scream. 


"Until tonight." 


“There are people | would like to see down that pit more than you, Kai. Trust me, you are not my top priority.’ 


Yes, scream and howl. Kai pushed himself from the banister and took a couple of steps, then turned to look at 


Andi's back. 
"You are like Weiki, do you know that?" he said, his voice resigned. "He's a good teacher." 


Andi looked straight ahead, breathing deeply. He wouldn't rise to the bait, no matter what Kai threw at him. 
And it was getting ugly. 


"lam not." 


A low hiss of exhaled air alerted him to Kai's presence behind his back. He turned and found himself face to 
face, or in his case more like chest to face, with one pissed redhead. Kai pierced him with angry stare, which 
got angrier still, when Andi casually leaned back, putting on foot in front of the other, crossing his arms 
against his chest, and overall giving off a perfect promotional image of Helloween frontman, 


"I thought there would be fire in you, Andi,” said Kai, cocking his head to look into the taller man's eyes. "That 
you would just let go, take your pleasure, and not look back in the morning. But it turns up, it is nothing but 
ice in there," his hand hovered millimeters over Andi's chest. "And if | touch you, will | even find that heart 
beating?" 


Andi caught his wrist before Kai had chance to touch him. Those words were spoken to get a rise out of him, 
so were designed to sting. And they did. So if Kai wanted a reaction, he would get it. His grip on Kai's wrist was 
firm, but not crushing, secure enough to ensure Kai wouldn't get away. Fear momentarily flashed in those 
brown eyes, giving way to surprise when he felt Andi rub the inside of his wrist with his thumb, the gentle 
touch eliciting goosebumps along its path. 


Andi guided his hand up, to his face, and placed a gentle kiss in the middle of his palm. His eyes locking with 
Kai's, he brushed his lips once more over the soft skin, his tongue slipping out and giving it a quick lick, that 
made Kai groan softly. 


Kai rarely felt ashamed of his actions with other men, but the groan that built deep inside him, the sound of 
sheer pleasure of Andi's gentle ministrations made him blush. It was too dark for Andi to see it, but, by the 


look in his eyes, he knew perfectly well what he awoke in Kai. 


Kai couldn't break the stare. The blue of the orbs was never cold, but now it was burning with intensity he 
has never witnessed in Andi. The mix of dark emotions shone within them, and he was the object of all of 
them.. His eyes fluttered close when those soft lips lay kisses on his fingertips, the pads of Andi's fingers 
caressing his burned skin. His hand was being pulled down, and Andi rested it flat against his chest, pressing it 


down with his own hand. 


The heart under Kai's palm beat strong and steady, if somewhat faster than normal. It was no match for his 
own, which threatened to break free of his chest. 


"Can you feel it?" 


The low murmur caused the body under Kai's palm to vibrate. This, and the fact that Andi was touching him, 


his fingers tracing circular patterns over his forearm, was making it hard for Kai to concentrate. 

"Yes," he whispered. And if you tum your back on me now, I think Im going to die. "Why don't you want me?" 
Andi sighed. 

‘Its not that | do not want you." 


Oh? Kai's eyes snapped open This was the opportunity he was waiting for all evening and he sure as hell wasn't 
letting up now. "Then why.. What is wrong, Andi?" 


"You never think Have you ever wondered what you leave behind when you disappear the morning after?" 
Well, not really. But that was a part of the deal, surely? 
"Is that not how it is? Have fun together and then-" 


"No," he let go of Kai's hand and rubbed his eyes. "I mean, what about Henjo? Do you ever think of him when 
you go hunting for your next lay?" 


Kai shrank back. He felt hurt, but he knew those words weren't meant to hurt. They were true, and besides, 


he asked for them. 
"Henjo understands." 


Henjo was the one that acted as his long-term partner and always welcomed Kai back in his arms, and his bed, 


no matter how many times Kai turned to other men. And there were many. His friends included. 
"Does he” 

"Why do you suddenly care about Herjo?" 

"And why don't you?" 

"He knows what | am. | never asked him for anything. 


Andi advanced on him and Kai - albeit his defiant demeanor - actually took a step back. 


"And this is what you want? Sex with me, without any feelings? Without strings?" he said, his voice quiet and 
calm. He took Kai's face in his hands and kissed him, one shy, sweet kiss, an echo of what he wouldn't give Kai 


that night. "If this is what you wish for, then this is what you are going to get. 
The words were barely out of his mouth when Kai pulled him in for a heated kiss, his body responding against 
his will, his lips parting to admit Kai's probing tongue. He grunted when Kai pushed his thigh in between his legs 


and pulled him closer. The shortarse clearly aimed to prevent him from having any second thoughts. 


"My room," he breathed, when he broke the kiss, and not even waiting for Andi to acknowledge this, headed 
inside, tagging Andi along. No feelings? They'll see about that. 


Andi followed him to first floor, then along the corridor, until he stopped outside number 104. Andi blinked. 
"This is your room?" 

"So it says," Kai dangled the key tag, before he pushed the key into the lock. "Why? Having afterthoughts?” 
"That's Weiki's room next door." 

"So what?" 

"He will hear!" 


Kai shrugged. "Trust, me, he has years of practice," he motioned Andi in, smirking at the uneasy glances 


towards room 103. 


The layout was identical to his own room, but Andi wondered if the hotel provided Kai with a sturdier bed, 
what with Rays staying always in the same hotel. His nocturnal practices would put most of the other guests 
off and fill the deception desk with complains in the morning. No wonder he was put safely in the middle of 
cluster of rooms assigned to both bands. 


He heard the click as the door was locked. 


"No going back now," drawled Kai. Andi took in the smug grin saying ‘all that protesting and yet here you are, 


all mine’. 


Yet how fast that grin changed into expression of utter surprise, when Andi grabbed him by the clothes and 
flung him onto the bed. Suddenly he was on top of Kai, straddling his hips, his hands resting on his thighs. 


Kai reached out for him, but his wrists were caught in a bruising grip, lifted above his head and pinned to the 
mattress. Andi had hell of a grip, those long fingers - fuck, but they were strong - closing around both of his 


wrists easily. Damn so many clothes. He wanted skin on skin and the only skin available now was.. Kai stopped 


breathing when the other hand closed around his throat, not pressing down, just being there, its presence a bit 


unnerving. Or a lot. 

Kai's eyes searched Andi's for a clue what the hell was that about, but found only curious fascination 
"Breathe," said Andi, brushing his fingers over taut muscles of Kai's neck. "Not very trusting, are you?" 
Kai sighed, visibly relaxing when the threat was gone. 


"lam kind of scared of choking to death." 


"| would break your neck if it came to that," Andi slipped his hand further between Kai's neck and mattress, 


rubbing soothing circles over his skin. "You would not suffer. Not that much ice even in my heart" 
Kai winced at the words. 

"Sorry! 

"It does not matter. You have me where you wanted me." 


"| would say," Kai tugged his arms free of the now loosened grip and slid his hands up Andi's thighs, still 
annoyingly clad in denim, "that this is where you wanted to be, too." 


No use in denying, was there? There he was, in his room, in his bed And Kai was about to literally get in his 
pants. And did he care? 


Hell no. 


He lifted his hips to help Kai push his pants down, and let his head drop back, when he freed his cock from the 
constriction of his underwear. One small hand closed around him in tight grip and stroked him in a lazy rhythm. 
Patience. He never believed Kai knew the word. But there it was, in this slow pace, in every painfully slow 
stroke. It wasn't anything he would do himself, if he were laying lonely in bed tonight. You couldn't really be 


patient with yourself, with your own need. For that you needed someone else. Usually woman. 
But not tonight. 


He wasn't going to pretend otherwise. Wasn't going to imagine slender feminine fingers wrapped around him, 
fingers with long, polished nails, scratching him slightly. Wasn't going to replace that for the short digits with 
pads roughened by years and years of playing guitar. On the way they dragged over his sensitive skin, applying 
Just the right amount of pressure. Yes, they were talented. Although how they managed to keep Weiki's pace of 
playing, while being this small.. and how about Weikath’s.. they had to be strong and skilled too.. 


Andis breath caught in his throat, eyes suddenly wide. No. No way. 


"Your mind is wandering, Andreas." 


That voice was tinted with disappointment, but not surprise, and that made Andi even less willing to look him in 


the eyes than he already was. 

"Who are you in bed with?" 

Andi gritted his teeth. You dont want to know. | dont want to know. 

He lowered himself over Kai. Tangling his hands in those red locks, he pulled Kai closer for a kiss. 

"Yous 

He felt Kai sigh. 

"Be with whoever you want. But be," he pushed his hands under Andi's shirt, sliding them up his back, and 
holding him close. He could feel Andi's heart beating wildly in his chest. Whoever has sprang to his mind - and 
Kai had a good idea who that might have been - left him shaken 

"lm sorry! 


Kai rolled them both around until Andi was laying on his back and he lay on top of him, propping his chin on his 
linked hands. 


"You could make it up to me," he said, smiling. 

"Spread my legs and let you have your wicked ways with me?" 

The smile grew bigger. 

"Nope" 

"Ah" 

Kai cocked his head to the side and traced random patterns over Andi's chest with his fingernails. 
"You have done this before?" 

"Yog" 


"So why are you nervous?" 
y y 


"It was long ago." 
"Don't worry. It's like riding a bike! You never forget!" 


Andi laughed out loud and finally looked into Kai's eyes, shining and full of relief. He ruffled Kai's hair and 
clasped his hands behind his neck. 


‘lam sure this is not how you planned it.” 


"Nevermind. So, you will not freak out again if |.." Kai pointed in the direction of their nether regions, and Andi 
shook his head. "Good. Clothes off. Now!" 


Andi let out a loud yelp when Kai yanked his jeans off, along with his underwear and socks. Everything tumbled 
to the floor, followed by a shirt that Kai literally ripped off him. Second set of clothes joined his own. 


He took in the naked body before him, put shamelessly on display. No curves and no soft bits, screamed his 
brain, and lack thereof meant he should run away as fast as possible - but he silenced it. That body promised 
strength and no need for delicate treatment. And it was, at least for him, beautiful. 


Kai pushed his legs apart, kneeling between them, his eyes not leaving Andis, watchful for any signs of protest. 
And it was there, ready to be voiced, but Kai smiled reassuringly. 


"Don't be afraid," he said softly." | am not going to hurt you. Just relax.’ 


Aware of being watched, no doubt with mistrust, Kai dipped his head, the tips of his locks dragging over Andi's 
inner thighs, eliciting a giggle. Kai shot him amused look from under his eyelashes, and, not breaking the 
contact, closed his mouth over the head of Andis cock and sucked at it gently. 


Andi fell back on the bed and swore when he was taken in, whole, into that wet heat. When Kai drew back, 
sucking him harder, letting him slide out of his mouth, until he held only the tip inside, it took all of Andi's 
willpower not to push his hips up and ram his cock back in. But he resisted, letting Kai set his own pace, much 


faster than those lazy strokes of his hand. 


Andi fisted the bedsheets and held on, his head tossed to the side, eyes screwed shut. He felt the tight ring of 
Kai's lips lock just below the ridge of his cock as Kai sucked and licked, and then did something wicked with his 
tongue, that made him arch off the bed, and groan Kai's name. 


Kai chuckled around him and slid his lips down to suck him in again, but a hand that shot out and grabbed him 
by the hair stopped him. Andi pulled his head up, sliding out of his mouth almost completely. Kai braced for 
what he knew was coming, and although he was prepared, the first slam of Andis hips, that drove his cock 
deep inside Kai's mouth forced a weak sound of protest out of his throat. 


Andi watched. Watched as the smaller body protested against that first breach, all of its muscles taut, but he 


held Kai in place. Watched his cock slide in and out of that greedy, sucking mouth, every push accented with a 
grunt. He felt the regular blows of air on his skin as Kai synchronized his breathing with his rhythm, his 
breath coming in short gasps. 


Kai held steady, concentrating on not letting himself be choked Between Andi forcing his cock into his throat 
and twisting that hand in his hair, and pulling it - which made Kai wince every so often - it wasn't all that 
easy. He felt the change in Andi's rhythm, the thrusts getting faster but more shallow too, and figured this 
was the moment to stop it. Even if he lost half of his hair in process. He forced himself up, ignoring the fact 


that Andi tried to pull him back down and the angry whine that filled the room. 

"What?" he snarled, looking at Kai with murderous stare. 

"You still have some making up to do!" said Kai, forcing in a couple of words at a time in between deep breaths. 
"You are not going to get away that easily,” he grinned wickedly at Andi being clearly unsatisfied with that 
explanation, and hissed, his tongue sneaking out and tasting blood at the corner of his mouth. 

Andi raised his eyebrows at him. 


Frail thing, are you not?" 


Kai growled and assaulted his mouth with fierce kiss, the younger man tasting both his own flavor and Kai's 


blood. 

"Fuck me?" 
Andi nodded. 
"Lube?" 


Kai reached under the pillow and pressed a tube into Andis hand. Soon he found himself flat on his back, his 
legs spread wide. A tip of a finger slick with lube circled his opening, rubbing and teasing, and above all 
frustrating Kai to no ends. He wanted those fingers in. Now. 


A soft whimper escaped him when he was finally breached, the ring of muscles tightening momentarily around 
Andi's finger, before Kai relaxed again. Andi slipped it inside completely, drew back, and pushed in again. Feeling 
no resistance from Kai, he added another one, his thrusts gentle at first, then gaining on speed and strength. 
He liked the way Kai whimpered every time his fingers glided over his prostate and with that angle he managed 
to hit it spot on with almost every thrust. He pushed all the way in and felt for the small lump, finding it, and 
rubbing it with short, fast jabs. 


Kai arched off the bed and Andi pushed him down, pinning him to the bed with a hand splayed on the middle of 
his chest, his fingers still fucking Kai's ass. 


"Stop it," he cried out, his voice high and strained. "Please, Andi! No more! Please!" 

Andi obeyed, stilling his movements, and lifting his weight from Kai's chest, but did not withdraw from him, his 
fingers still buried inside. He waited for Kai to catch his breath, and when he did - more or less - he curled 
his fingers once more, brushing them over that sensitive spot, drawing a string of curses from him. 

"| do not want to come from that!" 


"And you would?" 


‘Of course l- yes | would and stop laughing!" he huffed as Andi snickered, resting his chin on Kai's knee and 
watching with amusement. 


"Your fingers long enough to do that yourself, Hansen?" 

Kai shot him a glare. 

"Wanna see what they can do?" 

"Come on, Kai. Ask me nicely," Andi gave him the sweetest smile he could manage in these circumstances. 
Kai gritted his teeth. 

"Get your fucking fingers out of my ass before | fucking break them and fuck me already!" 

Andi snorted. 


"Fair enough," he pulled out of him, wriggling his fingers a bit, which got him a dirty stare from Kai. "Turn 


around." 


Kai did and got up on his knees and elbows. He heard the cap pop open, then lube being squirted out, and 
muffled thump when the tube hit the floor. A strong hand gripped his hip and Kai willed himself to relax. 
Somehow he didn't believe Andi would be gentle. 


The tip of Andis cock pushed against his opening, and then in, with one fluent thrust. Kai groaned quietly, 
dropping his head to rest on his forearms, and breathed deeply. It hurt, hurt, hurt. 


Andi held still. It wasn't easy. Kai probably let himself be used by more people, than he used himself, but damn. 
That ass was tight. He drew back slowly, and as slowly slid inside again, letting Kai feel every inch of the hard 
flesh forcing its way into him. And again. And again. Until Kai was begging. 


Andi put his arms around Kai and pulled him up, so that he was sitting on his heels with Kai on his lap, his 
chest flush against Kai's back. He pushed the strands of curly locks away from Kai's face and neck, his skin 


moistened with sweat. He pressed his cheek to the side of Kai's neck and dropped a kiss on his shoulder. 


"Go on," he whispered in harsh voice, his hands coming to rest on Kai's hips, his thumbs stroking along the 


muscles of his back. 


The redhead rubbed against him like a giant cat, turning his head to bury his face in Andi's hair, his breath 
coming in deep sighs, synchronized with his rocking motions. At first it was only slight rise and fall, slow and 
deliberate slide of his body against Andis. His hands traveled down Kai's flanks and along his thighs, feeling the 


muscles there. Kai's hands joined his, fingers linking. 


Andi thought that if he really set off to have mindless, feeling-less sex, then he had failed completely. There 
he was, holding that small bastard in his arms, letting him please them both with something that was too 
much like lovemaking for his comfort. He felt he should not have let that happen, and since it was happening, 
he should stop it, and stop it now. Just grab him, bend him over and fuck him until he screamed. No real 


feelings, no caring. 
Otherwise it was going to end badly. 
The lips that kissed his temple curled into a smile. 


At that moment Andi knew he had lost. He fell victim to a predator that lured unsuspecting innocents into the 
depths of his bedroom, only to sneak his way into their hearts and leave them cold and lonely, and craving for 


more, come the morning. 


His hand was lifted and guided to Kai's cock, the smaller hand covering his own as it dictated the tempo of his 
strokes, finally letting go, satisfied. He sped up, wanking him harder when Kai's movements became more 
violent, rising higher on his knees and letting his body crash down with its weight. 


“Andreas..!" he moaned, urgency in his voice. 

Andi didn't think He just reacted. 

He grabbed Kai across his chest, keeping him in place, and drove his hips up, slamming into Kai with full force. 
Kai howled. 


His moans and groans as Andi plunged his cock deep into him, again and again, drowned Andi's own, his hands 
reaching to grab the headboard, and holding onto it with an iron grip. Fuck, but Andi was strong. That fast and 
hard jabs of his cock, each marked with a sharp slap of Andi's groin against his ass, would hurt a woman. How 
addictive it was, not having to hold back, to know your partner could take it and would not cry for you to stop. 
He spent many nights doing just that and now, when it was Andi with him, pursuing his own pleasure, all he 
could do was grit his teeth and hold on 


The hand on his cock fell out of rhythm with the rough fucking of his ass, but in the end it mattered not, and 


Kai came, crying out, spraying the sheets with his come, Andi milking him, squeezing the last drops out of him. 


Both of his hands free now, Andi held him tight, his nails marking the skin of Kai's chest and abdomen, giving a 
few last powerful thrusts and he followed Kai, crying out as he buried himself deep into Kai's ass with a final 


thrust. 


For a few seconds, neither moved. Finally, Andi dropped to sit on his heels, pulling Kai with him. He rested his 
forehead on Kai's shoulder, groaning softly. Kai leaned his head against Andis, reaching back to stroke the back 
of Andis neck, his skin and hair wet with sweat. He felt his chest expand with every labored breath, and the 
tremors still coursing through the body of the younger man He hoped as hell that this wasn't the moment of 
‘oh fuck, what have | done’. 


But Andi tightened his arms around him and murmured something that made Kai's heart grow. 

'It was you, Kai. All the way, it was you." 

Kai carefully disengaged himself from Andis embrace and turned around to face him. The kiss was as sweet as 
the one Andi gave him earlier that night, but unrestrained, a kiss that actually meant something. A perfect Kai 


thank-you. But then, Kai probably loved everyone. 


* eK 


They lay in bed together, not touching. Either Andi wasn't one for cuddling, or the regret had already started 
to creep in, and Kai was afraid he knew which answer was right. Usually he would go to sleep, snuggled up to 
his partner - if it was someone he cared about - or alone, if it was an one-off encounter. Now he lay awake, 


listening to Andi's breathing, calm now, but obviously not asleep. 


The mattress bounced as Andi sat up and pushed himself off to stand. Kai listened to the sound of bare feet 
on the carpet, the steps directed around the bed, to the spot where their crumpled clothes lay. Then rustling 
of material, together with jingling of the belt. 

Kai curled up into a ball, his eyes staring at the darkness. 

"You're going," he said quietly. "Why?" 

"You are leaving early." 


"| would have woken you up," silence. "If you need to go, though, it's okay.” 


"Kai..." 


"No, really. It is. | understand" 

A sigh. 

"I don't think you do." 

| never think about what is left in the morning. What | leave behind. You didn't mean Henjo. You meant you." 
There was more rustling, and then the sound of steps, walking away. 

"Goodnight, Kai." 

Kai closed his eyes. He didn't wish to see the room lit up by the lamps on the corridor, showing it to him for 
what it was - just an empty hotel room, with a lonely Kai Hansen laying on his half of the bed, while the 
sheets on the other side cooled quickly. 

"Goodnight." he whispered. 

In the still of the night, even Kai's words seemed loud. 

Andi turned the lock and opened the door. 

"Thank you," he looked back, not sure if Kai really said that. 


And then he heard, quieter still, Kai whisper his name. "Andreas." 


He walked out and closed the door behind him. 


